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Some Recent Fiction

By Isabel
OVINGTON'S BANK. By Stanley J. Way-

AONETHADL
. By Baring.
Houghton, Miffiin.
NG w1 Ry Jullos Rexie. Hoit.
THE MYSTERY Or THE HIDDEN ROOM.
y Marion Harvey. Clodes,
THE MYSTERIOUS OFFICE.
nette Lea  Scribner'a

0 OWN that one recalls, how-

evor dimly, the time when

Stanley J. Weyman was s “best

geller” is rather a damaging
admission. However, ten years ia a
generation in literature, and twenty is
a8 a cycle of Cathay. And then Mr.
Weyman is not so hard to remember
as some. He has never gquite dropped
otit of the running. He is just a little
out of style, that is all; he has become
& staple instead of a novelty.

Well, to be a novelty demands noth-
ing but newness; to he a staple re-
quires substantial quaiity. Mr. Wey-
men always did have more of that than |
he got credit for. He became distin-

Maurice

By Jeon-

i i THl ' o : i colors of the Arabian
guished as a rather light romancer; | g In “vast grounds” so you will|finished writing his reminiscences in ';}';“i}zq Yo lftti‘lont “The Shaving of Shag-
but he had ever a solid basis of real- | readily grasp this was no sordid affair | time. Ha was sssassinated last sum- .mf" "But Mr Flaskar's oE heing
ism, a sensze of both character and en-| concerning persons of the lower mer, by political enemies. F]ni’ Mcappq' comparison. with that
vironment a&s it affected character, so|socisl strata. . . . play, e > ;

that his plots had some relation to
both those factors. Now the gilt is off
the gingerbread, it is easy to realize
what good molasses goes to the mak-
ing of it, even 1f it Le not nectar and
ambrosin, His Iatest book, "Oving-
ton's Bank,” is a worthy example. One |
perceives that he turns to the past for|
material, because there he finda the
roots of the present. This novel, dated
100 years ago in time, ties up substan- |
tially with the life of to-day. It shows;
the beginnings of the age of finance|
and of rapid transit, and ita tltulnr:
hero is a self-made man.

The bank in question is a commer-
cial institution. But banking was not
then the solidly respectable vocation
it now is. Putting vour money in &
bank was regarded as something of a
sporting proposition; double or quits,
according to the ability and honesty
of the banker. It was s part of the |
great speculstive and industrial move-
ment thst caume after the end I--)‘f t_‘nel
Napoleonic wars, Hence old Squire |
Grifiin not only mistrusted banks but !
despised bankers. Iis fortune was in |
land, and he increased it by the simple
expedient of “stealing _the common
from the goose”; that is to say, en-
closing the village green, like many
another fine old English gentleman of
his period. Gains made by trade or
finance were low,

When' the squire’s nephew and pos-
wible heir, Arthur Bourdillon, }nslst?d,
on becoming a junior in QOvington’s,
with prospects of a partnership, the
dear old man nearly had qpoplexg.
He forbade his daughter .‘.Iqﬁum aver
again to look on the youth with favor.
Josina timidly mssented. Her father
had Always bullied her within an inch
of her life. And, then, she was in love
with young Clement Ovington. .

Clement in turn was a disappoint-
ment to his father. He actually pre-
ferred puttering about on the land bet-
ter than piling up golden guineas be-
hind a counter. Ingratitude was ram-
pant 81l round. The younger genera-
tion was getting out of bounds, as
usual. Why must people be young? A

er waste of time.
Eh!{-:‘r‘c-n'n thenee Mr. Weyman might have
proceeded by time-honored methods to
a' purely conventional pairing uf‘f‘. in
the old three-decker style, which “left
the lovers kissing In couples on the
decka: left the wvillian 'l_mﬂ‘-ed and the
parents signing checks.” And he h“§|
some of the old-fashioned devices of
plot; but mot all those devices were |
dekpicable, People don’t reform nor |
chunge their whole natures t:uddenl}“-
but they do bend or break under pres- |
gure of circumstances, _\\c a1l come to
our porridge oftener than we like T:OI
Squire Griffin had to, and &o|

ndmit. £ |
did John Ovington. What broke the|
gquire was to learnm that aristocratic

blood did not save his nephew, Arthur,
from being a thief and a forger. And
Ovington %rnst some of his seh-ﬂ.sbuf--
ance during s run on the bank. &o
the ending of the story is not unal-
loyed happiness, no more than life is,
And if it is a little stodgy at vimes,
why, so is life. 1t is not, in any evont‘!-
gaceharine; but more like roast beef
pnd Yorkshire pudding, a solid slice c'rf|
the past served hot. One can easily
believa that the descendants of Clement
gnd Joszina mre alive r1gh1.'nnw. the
most erusted Tories In' their county,
writing indignant letters weokly to
“The Times" sbout the Impudence Of.
the new rich. |
. . .

The elament of |1m-o!t_\"cunstit:utels
the chief interest in Maurice Baring's
little novel, “Overlooked.” It is an ex-|
periment in form, with elements of
danger for novelists, as a whole, for it

reveals them as something less than in-
fallible. Not meaning Mr, Baring him-
gelf; but he has shown herein how a

novelist gets his material, and what he |
does with it, and leaves you wondering
if that i1s us near as any of them ever
come to the facts of the case. It is
& double-barreled story. First you
are introduced to the characters and
the setting as they are—no, not seen,
but snyhow understood by Anthony

Kay! L

Kay is blind. He is taking the cure
at & French watering place. 'Becaulsel
of his misfortune people talk to him|
rather freely. James Lindd, the novel-
ist, discusses with him the fictional
possibilities of the various other guests
at the cure, and their stories as ht;
glimpses them through scrappy bits of |
information they let fall, All this Ksy|
gets down. Following this introduction
{s the story as writted by Rudd., And
then there is an epilogue showing how
far off Rudd was in his solution. It
goes Henry James one better. Only
a very simple plot could be treated in
this manper; and such this is. And as
the illusion is deliberately destroyed,
one must get one's pleasure from the
author's finesse. It would probably be
caviare to the general, but amusing to
asuthors—unless the portrait of James
Rudd hit them too shrewdly. The im-

slication is that as between him and
ay the blind man sees clearest.

- L] - -

Should you expect a Swedish detec-
tive story to be different from any
other kind? Or is the detective story
truly international? 1t began in France,
didn*t=it, and was brought to its hlgb-
est or most popular development in
England? Surely there is no question
that Sherlock Holmes is the prr.‘:ltcvrsl
of ail detectives still. Anyhow, “No.
13 Toron" is international in wone
way. :

The action commences in Sweden,
but leaps immediately across the At
lantic, even across the United States,
und most of the action occurs around
Puget Sound and points north. Julius
Regis must have sailed those waters,
There are a lot of Ecandinavians to be
found theresbouts manning American
coastwise vessels; officers, T mesn. 1
think they are better at that than at
detective stories. This is just fair to
middling.

It doesn't seem reasonable, for ox-
ample, that two men could swim after
a yacht, climb sboard unszeen and re-
main in hiding for a couple of days in
the restricted space a yacht affords.
Listening, too, with their heads pro-
iucling gram the canvas cover of the
ifeboat or dinghy swung alongside,
and successfully raiding the galley.
But if such a thing could be dnma, or
if you are willing to allow it could be

¢

remains.

“Stygian darkness’
-

murder, without even
villain in it—well, it may be “in an

from the desk of John e

$25,000 in cash lying ar

R

Paterson

done, it's a fine exciting predicament,

Perhaps a Swede, being blond,

would enjoy n low state of visibility,
and two Swedes naturally would be
The yreht, by the
gold
that was lost when a hoat from the
Klondike went down. And it had on

even less vialble.

way, was after $1,000,000 Iin

board & lovely kidnapped lady. The ole-

ments of & good thriller are there all
right, Moreover, it ¢ educational,
One learns how to say “I love you" in
alskar .dig" is the way
you ever have guessed

lSwediah. “:"'Jn
t es. ou
i

fa

. - -

“The Mystery of the Hidden Room”
It unfolds
itself on Riverside Drive; the exact
location may be determined by any
one having curiosity and the taxl fare,

is purely a native product.

for the house containing the hidden

room was twenty minutes by motor—

driving as fast as the speed laws
allow, if not faster—from Wast
Seventy-second Street.
was an old one remodeled, and stand

Where, then, was Philip Darwin, the
master of the house, shot? In the first

chapter—yes, yes, of course, but in
which room?

_ The library? No.
process of elimination, only the
Right.

Was his young and lovely wife, who

By a
study

& monment after the shot rang out was
digcovered holding the

volver in her hand, was s
party ? Impossible, Gray
the great detective, lays ‘down the rule

smoking re-
he the guilty
don MeKelvie,

in such cases, She was innocent be-
cause the evidence against her was too

| overwhelming to he convincing. -

Then could it be the dead man’s sec-
retary, the spiteful Orton? No, be-
cause he {s the first one against whom
the reader’s suspicion is direete
about his nephew, Lee Darwin?
also is ruled out; he had quarreled
violently with his unele the day be-
ore, and, moreover, his footprints were
discovered under the stu vy window,
Therefore he did not do it, Was it,
then, the young wife's brother? He

had a strong motive—so that clears

him.

The plot thickens, does it not?
does. Toward th
might call

It
e last it is what vou
pretty thick. Well, who

wants a wishy-washy, watery detective

slory? The thicker the better, till it
stands up by the sheer weight of its
improbability. This 6ne does. The
style is classical. There is a man-
servant named Jenkins; and if that is
not classical enough, surely the phrase
Y

But a detective story without any
a half-hearted

original ‘vein,” as the hook jacket
claims for “The Mysterious Office,” but
it isn't what I call a proper detective
story at all. A little more blood and
thunder, please, and serve hotter. And
such 8 good chance for a murder, eyn-
ically speaking; for every one in this
ftory s just too good to [ive. Twenty-
five thousand dollars had disappearcd
Gary, Only
four persons had access to the room,
all of them Geary's trusted employees.

The house also|
- |ories of a Turkish Statesman,” barely

d. How |
He |

Three of them confessed to the theft, |

out of gheer good-heartedness, to shisld
the others. And then it turned out
not to have been stolen at all. Tt was
simply carried off airily by Geary’s
daughter, who thought papa meant her
to have it, and must know that no one
clse would take what didn't belong to
tha,?, Probably the idiot child inher-
ited her stupidity from a father who
would walk out of his office leaving
ound loose; lhut
one loses patience with such a family.

ne does not feel even bound to re-
spect the conventions by not revealing
tha plot, for there it is in all itz feeble.
ness. In case the book was really
meant for children, an apology is here-
with téndered for what in that case is
undue severity, But detective stories
for children are so rara.

The Ten Best Sellers

The following books are reported
by Brentano's as having the best
sale during the pust week:

FICTION

“Three Lovers,” by Frank Swin-
nerton (Doran). An English Cin-
derella of to-duy has to make her
cholce among three Princes.

- - -

“Fair Harbor,” by Josaph C. Lin-

coln (Appleton). A Cape Cod comedy.
- - -

“Tales of the Jazz Age,” by F.
Scot; Fitzgerald (Seribner). Short
stories, mostly about the flapper.

' W

“Babbitt,” by Binclair Lewis
(Harcourt). A knock for the
booster.

“Command,” by William McFeea
(Doubleday, Pngag‘. An exposition of

the romantic possibilities of g very
commonplace man,
L

“The Boy Grew Older,”
wood Broun (Putnam).
of a father's love for his

by Hey-
The stery
son,

“The Cathedral,”
pole (Doran). A eritica] study of
formalized religion in its effects
upon vaerious human lives,

by Hugh Wal-

“Swallowed Up,” by Mrs, Wilson
Woodrow (Brentano)., A lively
mystery tale,

“England, My England,” by D. H.
strer_ma (Seltzer). A collection of
searching and sometimes morbidly
analytical long short stories, -

“The Bright Shawl” by Joseph
Hergesheimer (Knopf). A vivid
tragedy of love and patriotism in
Cuba in the eighties,

NON-FICTION
“Letters of Franklin K. Lane,"”
(Houghton, Mifflin). The revela-

tion of a kindly and sincere person-
ality.

“Life and Letters of Walter
Page” (Doubleday, Page). Memoirs
of the late American Ambassador to
the Court of St, James, who was
also a noted. author and publisher.

H.

“Short History of the World,” b
H. G. Wells (Maemillan). Aﬁ
ab_rldged edition of the “Outline of
History.”

- -

AlLL” by Robert
Amusing light
gonteznporery foibles,

“Bhouts and Murmurs,” by Alex-
snder Woolltott (Century). Side-
Iigi!:;a on the drama, by a competent
eritic,

“Love Conquers
T. Benchley (Holt),
sketches of

L -

“Tramping on Life,”
Hemp (Boni & Liveright
tremely candid
the “hobo poet.”

-

by Harry
ht). An ex-
sutobiography of

“Disenchantment,” by C. E. Mon-
tague (Brentano). ‘Disillusioned

reflections on the war and the
peacs

Shop Talk

The Golden Prime

n the same day that MISES WINI-
FF?ED HOLT was ymarried to RUFUS |
GRAVES, MATHER, this month, her|
new book, “The Light Which Cannpt
Fail," was published. Miss Holt |8
internationally famous for her philan-
thropie work for the 'blind, and the
book is meant to give a clearer under-
standing to other workers of what the
Llind mneed. The bhook contains many
wnecdotea to illustrate the author's
meaning; and has an in‘rorlucl'u_ry let-
ter by the late VISCOUNT BRY CE and
an appreclation by JOBEPH REINACH.

L] L] -
ALLEN BINCLAIR “;ILI_J. who thzm
ust completed an authoritative two
{rolume Ii?c of the late Cardinal Gib-

Jumes Elroy

HASEAN: A Play, Ty
Flecker. Alfrdd A, Knopfl,

v HEN the breeze of a joyiul
dawn blew free, in the silken
snil of infancy, the tide of
time flow'd back with me,

the forward flowing tide of time; and
many a gheeny summer morn, adown
the Tigris 1 was borne, by Bagdad's
shrines of fretted gold, high walled
gardens, green and old; true Mussil-
man was | and sworn, for it was in tne
golden prime of good Haroun Alras-

mber of vears clty |chid. . . . ’
Egﬂz’rt?s“é‘;}; ?iarllfimore gun:.‘" and fus; S0 one Alfred, Lord Fennyson,b ::3;
an even longer period was a personal | eral decades ago; and ?19. more 1-: ; 5;
friend of the Cardinal. Before his|and after a fashion of :; u.\mh 'c'l't“ht:}
death, Cardinal Gibbons opened to Mr. | Eirey TFlecker. than whom n;.m_
Will the archives of the diocese of | Brooke nor Middleton was lntl:r.. =
Baltimore and allowed him to read |gretted when, seven years iluﬂl, ‘l-L'. f:_‘:-
his private journal, begun fin 1868, | on the threshhold of his real work. So,

from which extracts ara given.
-

. other plays, not to mention Russian
DIEMAL PASHA, author of “Mem-

baliets and novels—even J\lernrjii_h,. it |
will be remembersd, once dipped hils

gorgeous fantasy, and—though it haa
never, I believe, heen seen upon the
stage and probably never will be—falls
more properly in line with the well
recalled "Kismet" and “Omar the Tent-

Books for hoys are not always writ- |
ten with sueh care as FRANCIS ROLT
WHEELER gives to his. Research for
his lust two, “Heroes of the Ruina”
and “The Coming of the Peoples,” took

By Hunter Stagg

ehony, in many a dark delicious curl,
flowing benealh her rose-hued zone;
| the aweoetest lady of the time, well

{wortlhy of the prime of good Haroun

too, In effect, the authors of various |

| companions,

braw of pearl tressed with redolent

Alraschid. Yes, yens, it is trus
that the author of “Hassan' fell into
the common error of all Western peo-
ples who write of the East, the arror of
placing too preat an importance upon
women—that is, upon the psychology
of women-—a .thing no Oriental would
dream of doing, Théy know out there
that women wre not, as women, inter-
esting, but mercly attractive, whereas
this knowledge is withheld from the
Western world, which ig ridden by the
superstition that it is necessary to un-
derstand women. Than thia supersti-
tion 1 know nothing more ridiculous,
for of course the real value of wamen |
to a man is the means they afford him
of finding out l:lteruntinfc things about
himselt; and he should leave off doing
that no later than the nge of twenty-
five, by which time, if he has used his
leisure well, e has learned all that it
is good for him Lo know about himself.

fter twenty-five a man should, of
course, be aven more careful than ever
about recognizing women for what they
are—agreeable, even indispensable,
but as a sex no more
worth understanding than himself, On
this aide of the world, however, we
secm unable to achieve such un atli-
tude, and especially in our literature

Lady Susan Fownley, author of

him te the British Museum, the Bib- Tnaker."l And . wfnle 11.‘ish2r]n:rjf\r”r:2
liotheque Nationale, and to Spain, [g00d as ”]T s TIT:- lfmn':'in:!:lrn
P NASeler. ssyntio janendy ot 2 \it:?ue]l;;“--;azm -lli.gh{ as with the l|,1.|i.£11('1;
his literary profits securing matc::allsmw oFiAamar e lion: teners: AErinG

f9zmore bm)k.s‘ . ® bright from twisted silvers look'd toil
. ' _ar i " nr 1
“Rabhitt” is going to be published in  *hame the hollow-vauited’ dark, wund |

the famous Tauehnitz Library, which ftreamed upon the mooned domes aloof |

will make it easily available all over | in inmost Bagdud.\‘tlli thers iaﬂ.nmeti
Europe (hundreds of cresconts on the voo  of |
& & * L] | night nmew-rizen, that mur:.’n‘lnu:;_ time,
PHILIP CURTISS, author of “Mum- | to celebrate the golden prime of goud

" y ) : c he
mers in Mufti," has just returned from |Haroun Alraschid, = Tars oe Ch s
a year in  Spain, during which he | hﬂ‘iip:h !{uni.u:] e 'li ;}_m_n rqfn .
studied the condition of Spanish | Mr., Flecker wrnh first ang foremost o
literature in the present day, He says |Poeet, and so, from the viewpoint of o
; T Bk : gy . i it 10Ot v t o 7
that in Spain a new novel is hawked | Feader at least, did not have ta he a

on the streets like an “extra, and each | remarkable dramatist. What this post-

appearance of a favorite guthor's !I’Lil]]nl.i:i\ book of i:iﬁ‘ may I_nc'k: ;1_5 I;;“]?LII:]\?I'I
hooks is an event. However, the sﬂ](.lli more than makes ulp }u \n |] 1.”.‘;
is naturally more limited than in|°f fthought ﬂ“_‘i‘“-‘ﬂ‘ﬂ-bf-"—‘,”-_ and i
America, and the new novels are al-|time-dimmed phocence sus lt‘:-”m:mlgt }ﬁ'
ways puhlished in  paper covers,|Barring the interventions of the Gen

ull the materials of the Arabian Nights
are there, colleetad about the figure
of the lowly confectioner of Bapdad
whom love drow into one of those mad,
swift adventures of that Caliph wno
go dearly liked fo wander in disguise,
at night, through the mysterious
streetas of his.cir_v,

screamingly litogcraphed, and usually
on cheap paper. The competition must
ba intense. Mr. Curtiss say4 that in
Spain  almoest every educuted man
writes a book sooner or later, Or if
not a book, then a playlet, for one act
plays are popular in Spain, Kealism is
the vogue, and much good work is
printed and forgotten in the daily
papers.

. . Then stele T up, and trancedly
gaz'd on the Persiun giri alone, serene
with argent-lidded eyes amorous, and
lashes like to rays of darkness, and a

" " "
The Poetry Society of America has
awarded EDWIN ARLINGTON RORIN-
SON its prize for the best books of

poems of 1922 for his ‘“Collected
Poems."

® @ )
CLEMENCE DANE is expected in

“Tilﬂ Love Legeﬁ_d” | “

ig 0 great pother aboul the psychology “The [Indiscretions of Lady
of women, and a gpreat struggling to Susan.”

penetrate into mysterious depths and

recesses. Thoe many good men who

have devoted their lives to this work

without even suspecting their right to
demand a similar effort on the part of

An Average Man

womenl  Trun, there are now, 1 GUENS o Ny wetkmaT v my kiay WANEH.
liternturs, signs of such an awakening Mucrmilan v

among men, but even so we are far! HE most elusive thing in the
from the admirable understanding of | world is an average man. He |
the Oriental, failing which no tale of must exist somewhere because |
Eastern life written by a Westerner | he is ecuntinually being talked
cun be  wholly successful. Hassan about, but it is almost impos-
himself, for example, would in reality | sible to discover him. In the character
hive been the first to laugh and tell | o¢ figland Whately we seem to have
Mr. Flecker not to bother so much [oome about as close to an average
about the vicious Yasmin, that it only Englishman of the upper middie cluas
muttered that she was beautitul; and! 33} is reasonable ever to cxpact to.
Rafl, another slave of love, would have | We pursue the fairly even tenor ol
similarly adviged him in his drawing | pig way and see him through the few
of the luscious Pervaneh. 5till, both | qifficulties, successes and love affairs

these ladies are the excuse for much
exquisite writing, and, in any case, L

T Six columns, three on esither
side, pure silver, underdropt a rich|
throne of the massive ore, from which
down-drep'd, in many a ﬁﬂutil‘llgh fold,
engarlanded  and diaper’d wit in-
wrought flowers, a eloth of gold. There-

that would naturally fall to the lot of
the ordinary human being. Then we
leave him abruptly when he is about
to become interesting, We wure genu-
inely sorry to leave him, however, and
that is something in his favor.

A description of Rolend sounds
: 8 |something like a “want ad": Young
on, his deep eye laughter stirr'd with | man  honest, capable, industrious and
merriment of kingly pride, sole star of | g mhitious., Moresver, he has the essens |
all that place of time, I saw him—in| \ja|ly British characteristics of reti-
his golden prime, the Good Haroun|sonce and a love of fair p'ay. The
Alraschid. most important of all his accomplish-
- N ments is his ability at ericket, and

| his history than anything else. |
is pleagant for him generally, and he:
sails through it with an easy accept-

America soon, not for a lecture tour,
but to see the rehearsals of a play of
hers,

* " *

The youngest Englich author, ALEC
WAUGH, may give English fietion a new !
slant. He announces that it is his am- |
bition to write the novel of hig bhusi-
ness, as he thinks “the romance of
modern life is to be found in an office.”
Mr. Waugh writes with awful speed,
three thousand words a day three days
a week, and on the other three days
he works in a publishing house. Also
on his literary days, he usually goes
to a movie in the afternoon, plays foot-
ball on Saturdaye, is a keen ericketer,
and dances enthusiastically about once
a week.

THE LOVE Woodward

Boyd,

LEGEND,
Scrlbners.

OODWARD BOYD, who is

still in her carly twenties,

accomplished a  definite

place among the young

Wwriters of America when she wrote

“The Love Legend.” It is a fascinating

story; she tells it with ease and grace;

it scarcely ever sags, and most of all,

it is disconcertingly objective and
penetrating,

First novels are always discounted

By

S b . 1* SERATY to some degree, simply because they
touble meumonia drove ¥ y. & = =
BEAUMONT to writing fiction.  Ho | 4% first novels. Woodward Boyd ap-

parently was born with an intuitive
sense of form, for, although she does
not follow any traditional set of pre-
cepts, her book has no rapged edges,
it is clean and finished—a delightful
satigfaction. There zre many clever
passages, not a little secintillant dia-
logue, and an impessive poise that
suggests much quiet wisdom.

The story is one of four romaneces.
Four girls had heen taught that love
comes in the form of a Prizee Charm-
ing riding a snow-while charger, and
carries away the sweet, pure, innacant
maiden, who has spent her life keeping
her eyes cast down, so no wicked man
|wou1d dare try to kiss her, unless he
wanted to marry her,

As the girls, each so different tem-
peramentally, each searching for dia-
metrically opposed channels of ex-
pression, get out into the world, they
find that the inevitable contacts with
reality tear away some of the chaste
coverings of the love legend.

L] - L]

wag for years a sporting editor, and
then did publicity work until laid up
by illness. His doctor warned him
against office work ofter that, so in
desperation he essayed short stories |
for the magazines. Apd he has never |
had a story rejected. “Riders Up™ is
his latest volume.
L] L] L

J. C. SNAITH, on the other hand,
attributes his start as a novelizt to
a broken leg, achieved as & boy in &
football game. He began writing to
lighten the tedium of waiting for a
hone to knit. The latest result of that
long ago accident is “The Van Roon.”
Snalth is a Yorkshireman. He iz of
Gpinion that America is getting a little
ahead of England in the art of writing
novels, and that women are doing =
shade better than men at it: Edith
Wharton he considers “the most com-
pletely accomplished novelist at pres-
ent using the -English Ia‘nguuge"'

L

The thirteen-year-old son of ZANE
GREY at present is intending to fol-
low in father's footsteps as a novelist,
and spends many snxious hours black-
ening paper to that end. His mother
reports that he has one article or story
finished, and wants her to correct it,
under the impression that afterward
he meed only send the story to a
magazine, and a fat check will ensue
immediately.

L]

The four girls are sisters. Anita,
Ward, Dizzy (for Elizabeth) and Sari,
whose theatrical accomplishments de.
manded a more exotic appellation than
the rather old-maidish Sarah, which
she had been christened, Nita, the pld-
est, wanted to be an artist, and sold a
few posters eventually., She *“took up
science,” and the encounters with her!
practitioner, related. utterly \-vit‘l-mv.;.tJ
sarcasm or irony, a verbatim repetition !
of scores of just such conversations
that one hears on the train or in the
cars, is one of the most delectable bits
in the story. Nita marries successfully
and acquires motors, a country place '
and a perfect background for the ex-
E_ression of her inherent smugness.

he love legend of tradition she found
quite compatible with her desires.

Sari, in whom one is greatly in-
terested, secretly gets a job with the.
Carlotta Wilson dancers at a North |
Shore hotel. She simply walks EWaAY
from home an
that she ig not guite convineing, takes
a studio and proceeds to live her own
life. She is a free soul, which she
proves by paying her own cheeck at
the restaurant and sitting up all night |

Various readers have supposed that
“Mary Lee” must have been written
by a woman, and that “GEOFFREY
DENNIS” ja a pseudonym. But it is
the author's real name. Mr. Dennis
served in the war as captain, took &
first at Oxford in history, and is at
present head of the English secction
of the translation bureau of the Lengue
of Nations. He comes of an old Dev-
onshire family, with numerous ad-
mirals among his ancestors. “Mary
Lee” was written for amusement, and
mainly in the trenches while the war
Wwas going on. A good deal of it was
dietated to a moldier who could write
shorthand, Writing in the first per-
son, and trying to think the thoughts
of a young woman was part of the
“stunt.” It came out better than the

|
i
|
)

anthor expected, so after the war he |on the cement steps overlooking Lake
sent 1td to the publisher and it was Michigan with Cecil Howe De onghe,
dccepted,

newly arrived from St, Louis, to whom
she never was properly introduced, He
means to Wwork his way through the
musical conservatory and be a great
artist. Somehow, they find themselves
married before they actually realize|
what has happened. They have two
bahies in two years, and starve most
of the time,

Texas Flynn, who runs the Custard

The Macmillan Company announce
with pride that they have authors
from forty-three states op their list.
New York State supplies the largest
number by far. And of course they
have a lot oi'.Engl.iah authors, too.

L]

MISS MAUDE ROYDEN, who has
just had published a little beook, a

printed sermon entitled “Women at Pie  Club, which every Chicagoan
the World’s Crossd_touds.," is a very|knows as the Dill Pickle, takes Sari
popular preacher in England, and | and Cecil in and arranges quarters

though not ordained by the Anglican | for them on the second floor of the
Church she is a member of it,  She | ramshackle building up an alley off
is }ncludcd_ in the personalities in | Dearborn Street, where a pot pourri of
“Painted Windows.” lart, the revolution, birth control, sex

VALLEY WATERS

By CHARLES D. STEWART

Author of “The Fugitive Blacksmitk,” efc.

H. H. OSKISON writes in The New York Herald:
writes as simply as water flows, without any strain or affectation.
But back of him lies a great mine of rich ore. . . . His story is
set to a gentle and fanciful measure, but it expresses a great need
of the human heart, and it is the work of a man who is an artigt”

Postape ertve. E. P. BUTTON & COo

At all bepkstores,
K ¥

$2.00
—“Mr. Stewart

881 Fifth Ave.,
Now Yorl.,

'y . ! 1 s

By Bernadine Szold

d a mother so impossible | §

ance of all its bounty. Only twice
does he encounter situstions that de’|
mand resigtance on his part—first, |
when his parents try to foree him |
into a position in the bank of which|
his father is manager and he is de- |
termined to take a less safe oppor- |
tunity, but one with wider scope; and |
second, when he resolyes te marry the!
daughter of his eémployer rather than
the girl to whom Ea had been more
or less engaged all his life.

Whether this last decision is due|
more to the desire to choose his wife
for himself rather than to the prompt- |
ings of & greater affection is uncer- |
tain, The reader is left with a feel-|
ing that he did not have a consuming |
passion for either one, and that he.
would probably have Becn quite asg
happy with one as the other, His smo- |
tions are genuine, but not uncomfa‘rt-i
ably deep. Whichever girl he had |
married, one knows that he will be in |
for moments of sentimental regrat |
that she is not the other. He is that |
kind, |

He's really a nice boy, Roland. Not |
too clever and a bit apt to get into a |
serape because of his habit of saying
the thing which he believes the moment
requires—Ilike taking one's cue on the
stage—buf his is precisely what thne
average young man does in his place.

and race problems served semi-weekly
to university students, pseude Bo-
hemians, & few of the real vintage,
gensation-secking  morons, radieals,
fanatics and much besmocked maldens,
who vie with each other for laurels in
sealps and the length of cigarette
holders. Bari acted in the plays that
were put on in the tiny futuristic audi-
torium. Dizzy and Ward attended one
of the meetings, and later went with
Sari and the chosen few Custard Pies
to a basement rendezvous in North
Side Turner Hall,
. .

Instedd of proposing a toast to Ward,
whose flowerlike face was the invol-
untary magnet for every pair of male
eves, Raleigh Minster, a young orator
for the Movement, pussed a slip of
puaper on which each member of the
party was requested to write F1s opin-
ion of Ward. “Thy pirla seluctantly
wrote stupid things, the men extrava-
gunt things," Wooiward Boyd relates,
und adds that Ward was bor=1 by what
ghu considered a vulgar peviormance.
Woll, I was at that party, and I was
rather agonized, I remember, at be-
ing foreed to say something nive. I
don't remember what I wrote finally,
but I'm glad after several vears to
know that it must have touched Pepgy
Smith's sense of humor, and that it
dian’t turn her head, as some uvne
e pested,

izzy goes through the University
of Chicago, gets a job on n newr aper,
all of which is intrigu:ngly told, be-
comes an out snd out iiberal, falla in
love with Jim Howells and finally grives
him up kecause he disagrees with her
ideas and ideals.

0Of Ward herself, and her desperate
search for fullillment of the love
legend, there is no solution presented
other than the shattering one by one
of the treacherous traditions of her
love legend, which for years she had
carried before her so gayly, like colored
balloons, atop slender strings, strain-
ing in the wind, From their torn and
crumpled husks, with the wisdom of
her pain, she left the book—sturdily
erccling a  serene and unafraid

philosophy of life and love.
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Victoria Bre
“AND for the first time

in her life she really prayed.
‘Oh, God, there must be something
that gives you things, when they're
not wrong—and you want them so
—and you—and you mean to be
good.' "

—The Moscow Art Theatre
Is Coming!

—BaliefPs Chanve-Souris Is Hers!

What Do You Know About the
Home Stages of These Artists?
Read in this new volume the fas-
cinating story of the entire range
of drama and ballet as developed
in Russia. Introduction by Nor-
man Hapgood. Sixty illustrations
in black and white” and four in
full color,

At Bookstores, $3.00

BRENTANO’S

Publishers New York

o' e ow %

There was something to give things
to Victoria Brewer. it was her
own force of character. In her
parents’ home petty deceit and con-
ventional obtuseness went hand in
hand with much kindliness; yet
Vicky could be neither blinded nor
disillusioned.

Life sang in her veins and, when
love came, would not be denied,

Revolting against all that was false,
she won a man’s passionate devo-
tion and that opportunity to serve
which to her was life.

| THE WIND
BLOWETH

By Donn Byre
Author of “Messer Marco Polo,” ete,

Victoria Brewer is one of these al-
together human characters that live,
unforgetable, for the reader of
Cretain People of Importance.

$2 at bookstores

Doubleday, Page & Co.
A Novel of Real Life
% KATHLEEN NORRIS

A distinguished, amazingly
different sort of novel. The
New York Evening Post says;
“It iz a tale as fine and keen
and supple as Toledo steel”
(lllustrated. Price $2.00.
Published by The Century
Co,, 353 Fourth Avenue, New
Yeork City,) :

| either quest.
| not to be found on the map, where
| the native Indian rules his own rpost

this game has a greater influence on| anothar was beheaded.
Life |

London Letter

—
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DVENTURES IN BO-
LIVIA,” by Mr. C H.
Prodgers, which Mr. John
Lane has recently pub-
lished, is, I think, withoul any excep-
tion the most enthrnlling travel book
which has come my way during the last
ten years. Mr. R. B. Cunninghame
Graham iy not the man to recommend
u frand, pdrticularly ond relating to the
continent of South Amerieca, and since
the volume has an introduction by him
we can safely accept it at its face
value. Says Mr. Graham: "This hook,
that exudes sincerity just as a pine
tree drops its resin, serves a double
purpose. It reveals a curious person-
ality that might have stepped straight
from the pages of Purchas or of
| Hakluyt and at the same time, all un-
| known to the writer, helps to dispel
| gomie of the mist of ignorance and prej-
|ur.|ico that for so long has hung over
| the lives and actions of the Spanish
| conguerors. Written in the
language that men speak around the
eamp fire, with rifles ready to the
hand, with ears attuned to catch the
slightest rustle in the grass and eyER
always awatch upon the horses where
|'they feed close at hand, hobbled or
| picketed, it lets fresh air in on the
| question. The writer tells us bluntly
and in the way a sailor writes hiz log-
| beok, auite without comment, but with
cincumstanece, that he slept in an an-
| eient Ineca tempie on gome pass or
| other of an altitude of 17,000 feet and
| with a temperature of eight degrees he-
| low.. He lifts unwittingiy the corner
of a page that Protestant historians
have always kept dogs-eared.”

- » .
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Mr. Prodgers tells us that his weight
before he started on his adventures was
| nineteen stone, and that his normal

| accupation was that of training horses,
(He has probably never suspected him-
| self of being a romantic figure, and
| that is what lends his book one of
| its preatest charms,) He undertonk,
nevertheless, when the suggestion was
| made to him, to visit a land from which
| o white man had safely returned since
1845,
| certain rubber cancessions, for which
he was to reeeive £10,000, but he ulso
had his eye upon some hidden rreasure
supposed to be waiting there for any
one who ‘could find it. Through sheer
bad luck he was not successful in
But he went to places

and does not encoursge English visi-
tors. Of three white men who
on an earlier expedition to this t
tory, one had his hands and feet cut
off and was thrown inte a river, and
Mr. Prodgers
had several narrow escapes and nnee
Was very mearly poisoned by some In-
dians. But he fortunately survived 1o
tell one of the most remarkable ad-
venture stories of the present century.
® L] L
I have been wondering how long it

By Douglas Goldring

His main object was to obtain |

[ would be bLafore anie

af th
lof our young oritios -;--:-_,;de,yr
| Tennyeon.  Now, at fust g:L
| Nicholuen, who recentls o, !
g ently ga
| eellent ¢ al study J'.’R“}felu.;_n
| done I, Tennyson ix not { _.-..:n!'
8t any more. Trua, the "I!-r:

regrettable ineid
Poems,” Lot he
a lyrie Fm»i

Alfred,
average cri

P
hi
" nia ok

this profound tegrt o %

{taken it for granted, puy c:':

| not often writa fay -:*l\!,lg';nnt'h-

| Their job is to lead the flu‘GHir

| “Tennyson Green” wij ;.rr.::;g'h{nnh b

| the rage next year Yooy

| . . "

| The great d'Annonzis i
Londen in a J "'r:: e;:“
to arrange for th n Lal--)n'nnd
duetion of Hhi lght s
“Amaranda.” T not knew whes
he has many E h fricnds huew
admirzhle tution, the i’b‘r:“l“n'1
will doubtle t Secure i gt
guest of }.u..-.-: at its next dinney,

{ The first 1 umber of My S. Efig
new rterly .:<:f§w “The f'ri:;rlr
is 1n 0K 1 i
puper ‘Up!'.u}' containg

| Gearge 8 i
by Dostore nieh e, §, 9, g
ansky and LITRE e

terpied }l]ito ;
3 =2
tonrnalk & ‘m
rrerest by tooe phe did
taris periodieal iy swhios
A new edition of
Lhe WAy, mow being

r_'#i""- no
mode
]\f'. i

book to h
inta the
(who rare
better. 1 h
of my own
profit!

the seonse{b
of “hiblighies
for reading) the |

It i
writ
en

I in the Uhnited
“bothering abot
or many Eaghs
© thase 'ﬁlm
1other have put iy

reviewing cligee
and of promise when
able chanee of ge
1." The spites and |
ay injure a moaiy
rv don't g8 a rule g
And that is some

= which m

§t. Lowis Globe Democrat adds:

THERE has been a clash of adjectives by day and night in'the

reviewer's attempts to describe Julian Street's Rita Covemiry:
“brilliant,” “daring,” “vivid,” “magnificent,” “gorgeous,” and s on
Combined they strike nearly to the heart of t
truth and ideas of the day,” says the Boston
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PAGE & CO.

A NEW BOOK BY
LEONARD

is the latest, ri
edge of life as no other
that is wonderful, Rarrie SAYS,
book by Leonard Merrick is the
novels and short stories include:

Conrad in Quest of His
Youth

The Actor-Manager

The Position of

Peggy Harper

Cynthia

The Man Who Understood
Woman and Gther Stories

is an announcement to thrill any lover of good fiction.

To Tell You the Truth

pest work of a man who can stir you with his kpﬂ‘__ﬂ
ean; and he does it with a smiling ireny

Each volume, $190, postage extre. At all bookstoress'
E. P. DUTTON & 0., Publishers, 681 Fifts Ave, &

MERRICK
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literary event of its year. _
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One Man's View
The House of Lynch
The Worldlings

When Love Flies Quié®
the Window

A Chair on the Eoule¥
While Paris Laughed

True Stories of Heroic

come to her during her fine,
of which the “Lighthouses’
are the outward sy

rebuilding of hope, rich in

£3.50 all book-
stores, postage extra. .

By Miss WINIFRED HOLT, of “The Lighthouse” [

The Light Which Cannet Fail

By WINIFRED HOLT

MISS HOLT answers here many questions which Fhh ot |

practical work for the blindi
in this country and in Eﬂfm
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ng of romance and courage and syms
pathy with life's deepest emotions,

P. DUTTON & CO.

Blind Men and Women |

Author of -
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I BOOKE BOUGHT
THOMS & ERON, ING, A CORPORATION
denling in old and rare books, auto-
Eraphs, oto., are the largest buyers and
distribotors of ola books in this cOuntry.
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and entire private Hbreries. We enpeclully
want limited sets; de luxe editions snd
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